PRIVATE   LIVES                ACT I
AMANDA : I tried too, it's lucky we didn't both
succeed, isn't it ? Otherwise we should probably all
have joined up in Rouen or somewhere.
ELYOT (laughing):  In some frowsy little hotel.
AMANDA (laughing too] : Oh dear, it would have been
much, much worse,
ELYOT : I can see us all sailing down in the morning
for an early start.
AMANDA (weakly) : Lovely, oh lovely.
ELYOT : Glorious I (They both laugh helplessly.)
AMANDA :  What's happened to yours ?
ELYOT : Didn't you hear her screaming ? She's
downstairs in the dining-room I think.
AMANDA : Mine is being grand, in the bar.
ELYOT : It really is awfully difficult.
AMANDA :  Have you known her long ?
ELYOT : About four months, we met in a house party
in Norfolk.
AMANDA : Very flat, Norfolk.
ELYOT : How old is dear Victor ?
AMANDA : Thirty-four, or five; and Sibyl ?
ELYOT : I blush to tell you, only twenty-three.
AMANDA : You've gone a mucker alright.
ELYOT : I shall reserve my opinion of your choice
until I've met dear Victor.
AMANDA : I wish you wouldn't go on calling him
" Dear Victor." It's extremely irritating.
ELYOT : That's how I see him. Dumpy, and fair,
and very considerate, with glasses. Dear Victor.
AMANDA : As I said before I would rather not discuss
him. At least I have good taste enough to refrain
from making cheap gibes at Sibyl.
ELYOT : You said Norfolk was flat.
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